Sullivan Pawned the Donkey. 


I have a pal named Sullivan, I’ve known him all my life ; 

I’m single, but poor Sullivan has got a scolding wile ; 

{t’s just as much as he dare do to call his soul his own ; 
Indeed, he’s the most hen-pecked man that ever I have known. 
Before they married, Bridget of ‘‘ her property” oft spoke, 
(Bad luck to that same property !) ’twas nothing but a moke, 
A common female donkey, that has got us in a row, 

From which poor Sullivan and me are suffering just now. 


Spoken—But it was all Bridget’s fault ; she would always be snack - 
ing him about ‘* her property,” which turned out to be only a miserable 
moke after all, and that annoyed Pat. But he got even with her—at least 
him with myself and between the pair of us like. For— 


Cherus—Sullivan pawned the donkey—that’s what caused the spree ! 
And when she heard the news, his wife ran after him and me, 
She follow’d us all round the town from night till early dawn ; 
I shall ne’er forget the day we put the donkey in to pawn. 


It’s just a week ago to-day since Pat he said to me— 

‘T mean to strike work for the day, an’ go upon the spree ! 

My wife has gone out visiting, so, quiet as'a mouse, 

I'll go and steal the donkey from the backyard of the house.” 

Away he goes—unties the moke, we three went up to town, 

And being friendly with Magee, who keeps the ‘‘ Goose and Crown,” 
We knew where we could pawn the moke, and did for thirteen bob ; 
Then with the whisky and dudeens, we soon were on the job!” 


Spoken—Sure I thought I'd have died with laughing when Sullivan 
was bringing h ladyship out of the stable! She gave three diabolical 
“Hee haws!” you could have heard a mile off. Said I ‘* Pat, put 
your cap down her throat and stop that noise or she’ll rouse the 
neighbours ; he did—and his hand with it: and the Masonic grip her 
jaws gave him made him yell the Hallelujah Chorus, Iocan tell you. 
Anyhow we got her to Magee’s, where—Chorus— Sullivan pawned, &c. 


We stopped and drank down at Magee’s till closing time at night, 
(Magee and me and Sullivan all three got precious tight.) 

When ‘‘stop and have another one with me” said bould Magee, 
But ‘‘ holy fly” says Sulllvan, here’s Biddy after me ! 

The donkey with its braying had our whereabouts betrayed, 

To go outside and face it out we all were too afraid ; 

When—bad luck to his missus ! she came in with the police, 
And it’s a mercy that we three got off a month apiece ! 


Spoken—As it was, I got fined forty shillings; Sullivan (her own 
husband !) got one ‘‘ calico” month; and Magee’s to be brought up to- 
morrow on about forty different charges—amongst ’em: ‘‘ being drunk 
on licensed premises ’—‘‘ serving drink after hours’”—‘‘trading as a 
pawnbroker without having a license”—‘‘ kicking a constablein the 
eye with a quart pot ”—&c., &c., and all on the day when— 


Chorus—Sullivan pawned, &c. 
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Half Past Nine. 


Sweet are vacations, they bring variations, 
So thought John Tomkins, a clerk, 
As off like a rocket went he—cash in pocket— 
Released from his dull office work. 
He went not to sea-side nor to the Dee-side, 
But to a village less famed ; ; 
Where he, although married, a love affair carried 
On with a girl who exclainmed— 


Chorus—‘* Vl] be there, love, at half-past nine ; 
T'll be there, be it wet or fine ; 
I’m your true love, and you are mine, 
So meet me down the lane to-night at half-past nine.” 


Still they must be pitied, for they both omitted 
To mention whzch end of the lane ; 

So whilst he, ’midst showers, stood at one end for hours, 
She waited the other in vain. 

She waited till ten, then said, ‘‘ He’s like all men, 
Then, I'll meet him to-morrow instead ;” 

With heart down to zero, she wrote to our hero, 
And this was the way the note read— 


Chorus—‘* Tl be there,” &c. 


Now, somehow John’s ‘‘ missis”’ quite pined for his kisses, 
So thought she’d run down to her John ; 

Arrived unexpected—the note intercepted— 
Read it, and guessed what was on. 

Thought she, ‘‘ Half-past nine, love, ’ll see such a shine, love, 
For as the clock strikes I'll strike too.” 

With horse-whip she waited—met him as stated, 
Then wallopped poor John black and blue— 


Chorus—‘* [ve got here, love, by half-past nine ; 
f’ve got here—don’t you think it fine ? 
I’m your true love, but you’re not mine, 
T’ll give you meeting tarts, you wretch, at half-past nine. 





